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beauty. She was veiled with black so that no part of her
features showed, but her soft black dress and draperies
had been cut by a dressmaker who knew something of
Paris fashions.
It was now our turn for hand-kissing. She sat down in
a rocking-chair, and then invited us to be seated. She
talked for perhaps ten minutes, in a voice contralto and
musical. She was keen to know exactly who we were and
was embarrassingly direct in her questions to Daoud,
When she learned that we were his close friends and that
we had been with him in the Djebel, she grew more inti-
mate and friendly. She asked Katie about the life of
women in America, about feminism and votes for women,
and then she inquired, point-blank: "How many children
have you, madam ?" And when Katie replied "None,"
she leaned forward, took her hand, patted it, and said:
"Oh, I am so terribly sorry! I shall pray for you."
After a moment or two, she suddenly shouted in her
deep contralto for one of the servants. It takes genera-
tions of aristocratic breeding to produce such an imperious
yelL It isn't taught in the books of etiquette, either
Oriental or American. The servant came running as fast
as his legs could carry him. She whispered instructions,
and ten minutes later he returned with her little seven-
year-old son, Fouad, a pale, delicate child with black hair
and deep black eyes, in a Little Lord Fauntleroy suit of
velvet. He will some day be the head of the family—
"The Jumblatt," a sort of uncrowned king. It was curi-
ous to see my friend Daoud, with whom I have strolled on
Fifth Avenue and lunched at the Harvard Club in New
York, bend and kiss this child's hand. Daoud told me
afterward that General Weygand, former French High

